


Crybaby

by jania-chan



Category: South Park
Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Butters S., Clyde D., Eric Cartman, Kenny M.
Pairings: Butters S./Kenny M.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-25 22:19:08
Updated: 2016-04-25 22:19:08
Packaged: 2016-04-25 22:42:19
Rating: T
Chapters: 2
Words: 5,104
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: They call me Crybaby, Crybaby. But I don't fucking care.





	1. Crybaby

_You seem to replace your brain with your heart_

_You take things so hard and then you fall apart_

_You try to explain but before you can start_

_Those cry baby tears come out of the dark_

I wiped my eyes with the sleeve of my sweater. First day of kindergarden, I haven't stepped a foot inside that building and I'm already wailing, wanting to go home. My daddy says no, I know he loves me but I hate him right now. I hate him so much. He always lets bad stuff happen to me, I'm never safe and I sure as heck won't be safe in that building with kids I don't even know gosh darn it! I pulled my sweater sleeves from my face, they were damp with the salty liquid. My father swooped me up and carried me, I held one hand on his shoulder and the other hid my face. My sweater might draw attention, it's bright pink with the Hello Kitty logo on the front. I didn't have any shorts on either but that shouldn't matter, the sweater reached below my knees anyway. I had little black buckle shoes to match the bow on my head.

I clutched his hands before he could let me go, I started bawling harder. "Daddy no! I wanna stay with y-you and Mommy, please!" I begged, hugging his leg. "I don't wanna be here!" I wailed louder, drawing attention from other teachers and students. I burried my face in his pant leg, wetting it with more tears.

"Butters! Don't be a cry baby, you'll be home before you know it, don't you want some friends?" He asked, trying to convince me but I shook my head no furiously.

"I have friends! I h-have Mister Bear a-and Mister Potato Head and Misses Potato Head and I have my Gingerbread man and I have Mister Frog and-" I listed off all of my stuffed animals. I missed them already, we all had tea parties and held special dinners for those returning from the dryer and washer because I always got clumsy and spilled milk and honey on them. "I wanna go home!" I cried harder.

"Here, I'll give you even more candy when you come home, because I know you're gonna be a good boy and get through this." Daddy said, opening his emergency satchel and pulling out a big, circle lollipop. I instantly stopped crying, let go, and reached for it. My eyes gleemed with hope. He gave me some cookies to share with the first friend I made, if I made any. He put the bag of cookies in my purple Dora the Explorer backbag and before I could react, he was gone. I turned in all directions, looking for my missing daddy but he was nowhere. Maybe he wanted to play hide n seek? Now where could that big silly goose be?

I stepped farther into my classroom, there were kids all over and lots of really fun looking toys but they were all taken. Maybe I can ask if they wanna share? Okay, I'll ask this person. This person had black hair and red eyes, he kinda scared me and just about hissed at me. But I should remember to never judge a book by it's cover because it's mean. So I walked up to him and his toys. He had a bunch of action figures but they were broken and melted and one had a needle in it's eye.

"U-um excuse me? C-can I uh... Can I join you? I w-wanna play too." My fragile voice finally showed itself. He turned to look at me, narrowing his eyes before shrugging lightly. He shoved a doll with missing legs in my face.

"You can have this one... it's already dead. Now go away. Torture should be done alone." And that was it. I smiled down at my new gift. It had torn brown hair and a missing eye, scratched out. It's arms were bent and broken but I'm sure I can fix the little guy and he'll join my group of friends. I'll name him... I don't know... Mister Doll? No... It'll come.

"Th-thank you!" I chimed before turning towards the rest of the room. There were much nicer looking kids. I stalked up to a kid with brown hair, he was a little chubby with a red jacket. He was nibbling on a taco. "I'm Butters!" I pushed my hand towards him and he shook it.

"My name's Clyde, wanna play with me and Chweek?" I nodded eagerly. I sat next to him and I just realized the little blonde boy next to him. He was kinda twitchy, his hair was a mess and his shirt wasn't buttoned right. I knew just the thing, he must be cold. Thank goodness Mommy packed me a spare outfit in case of unwanted accidents. I opened my bag and pulled out a baby blue sweater. He looked at me weirdly but I crawled towards him and pushed the sweater over his head. He didn't move and let me put it on him.

"There ya go fella! Now you don't hafta button your shirt." He blushed slightly before opening his mouth and murmuring a quick 'thank you' and sipping from his little sippy cup.

"Yay! I did make friends!" I cheered internally before reaching for the cookies in my bag. I opened the pink bag and let Clyde and Chweek reach for a few. They were quite pleased and loved the cookies. I liked them too and had much more to share.

"Who's this?" Another nasally voice came from behind me. I turned to see a boy, he had black hair peeking from his too-big blue hat and next to him was a dark skinned boy with a turtle neck sweater.

"I love your s-sweater." I complimented. It looked good especially with the 'T' in the middle. He smiled at me. "I'm Butters."

"He's my new girlfriend." Clyde piped in. "And he brought cookies!" He added, handing one to the black haired boy who took it and bit into it. I saw no facial reaction but he nodded nonetheless.

"It's good. I'm Craig. You're my girlfriend now too." He demanded, sitting next to Chweek.

"I'm Token, can I have a cookie?" I nodded, happy with how many friends I'm making. I made one...two...three...uh... two... I made two friends already! I reached into the pink bag and handed him two cookies before I turned my attention to the building blocks Chweek was playing with before I came. Clyde's taco was sitting on a block as a makeshift plate. I picked it up and started feeding it to him, his hands were vacant but he was messing with some blocks again.

"I'll be everyone's girlfriend! But... W-wait, I'm a boy." I pushed a finger onto my bottom lip as I thought about this. Oh no, what if they wanted me to be a girl? I can try?

"That's okay, Wives and Girlfriends can be boys. I'm Token by the way." Token shrugged, biting his second cookie in half. "But not like the girlfriend Nicole is to me. We hold hands and spend nap time together. You're just a friend girl... boy. A boy girlfriend." I smiled and clapped my hands.

"I'm so happy! I'm making so many friends!" I cheered aloud this time. Chweek grabbed another cookie, he hadn't said much but maybe he was just a shy little fella. I turned to him. "I'm your girlfriend too, right Chweek?" I awaited his response and he nodded.

"M-my name's Tweek not Ch-chweek, what if they p-put that on my baby papers? Where do babies e-even come from? Oh god, I don't want to have a baby from my belly b-button!" He started shouting but blue hat boy hugged him and all was good.

"I'm Craig." And that's how I made two new friends that moment. I should try to make more. I bid them a quick goodbye before exploring further into the room. There were colorful posters all over and pretty rugs with letters. I knew all my ABC's! I woulda sang them but something caught my eye. A fat kid was kicking a poor blonde on the floor. Where was the teacher?! I hurried over, pushing the fatter boy with all my might until he was detached from the blonde. I paid him no mind as I kneeled next to him and helped him stand. His leg was hurt it seemed.

"EY! What the hell? Who're you?!" He pointed a fat finger at me but I only smiled.

"My name is Butters! What's your name?" I was prepared to share more cookies but what he said next proved he didn't deserve my cookies.

"Eric, what are you doing helping this fackot?" I covered my mouth, I've heard that word and it was not nice, he didn't even say it right! They called my babysitter, Big Gay Al, a... a faggot and he got so gosh darn mad he left! What buttheads!

"That is not a nice word at all! No no!" I pulled the crying boy along behind me to find the teacher. She was in the hall talking to some other teacher, about what, I don't know but her attention turned to us and she got in gear. She took him to the nurse's office but I gave him my lollipop so he'd feel better. He said thanks in a weird accent but remember, never judge a book by it's cover or it's voice. Like an audio book.

I went back into the room and scoped out for more friends. I hurried over to three boys playing with some bells. One had a green hat with unruly red hair peeking out. He had an orange jacket and green eyes. The second one had straight black hair and a blue hat with a cute puffball on top. The last, I couldn't tell his hair color and his mouth was covered by his coat. A big orange coat.

"W-well hiya fellas!" They turned to look at me for a brief moment before shrugging and letting me sit on the floor with them. "My name's Butters." I said a little quieter.

"I'm Kyle, this is Stan and that's Kenny." Simple. I pushed my bag of cookies towards them and they instantly lit up, Kenny grabbed a few more than necessary but he must be hungry so I don't mind. We can share lunch together maybe.

"Oh mah gawd gaiz, you have cookies and you didn't tell me?!" Fat kid came bounding over, he looked at me then at my bag but I shook my head.

"You've been mean Eric! Say sorry to that boy and you c-can have a cookie." I pulled the bag into my lap as he grew red with anger.

"Fuck that! He deserved it." He tried reaching for them but I turned away and gave more to Kenny who seemed to be enjoying them greatly. I'm so happy. Maybe I'll bake and make food for everyone more often.

"No he didn't fatass, Pip's half your size!" Kyle cried. "This is what you get for being a bully!" He added, halving a cookie with Stan. Stan nodded and ate the cookie with a smile on his face.

"These cookies are soooooo gooood probably the best cookies I've ever tasted!" Stan rubbed it in his face.

"Fuck you guys! I'm going home." His hand gestures made me giggle.

"Can't fatass, this is school." I giggled some more.

"These cookies taste really good." Kenny said, his voice was muffled by his coat but I somehow understood him.

"Everything would taste good to you, you poor boy! The bottom of my foot tastes good to you! You probably play with yourself at night too!" Eric screamed in anger.

"You probably play with your stomach you fat bitch!" Kenny shot back. Kyle and Stan bursted into laughter, leaning onto each other for support. So Kenny was poor? Oh, then I'll definitely make him more food! Being poor looks so sad! I can't just stand around, if I was hungry, I'd want someone to feed me too! So with a face full of determination, I pushed the bag into his arms.

"You can have the rest, Kenny. I'll make more with my Mommy tomorrow." I heard Eric scoff and start to whine.

"But I want ooooooone!" He whined. I ignored him because I don't talk to big whiney babies. "Fine, fuck you fackots! Especially you Butters, you cross-dressing tranny!" Oh no...

I kept my head turned away as tears welled in my eyes. I don't even know what a tranny is but it hurt. It hurt a lot. I wasn't a 'tranny'! I don't think I am, I don't even want to know the meaning, it sounds so mean and rude. Do I cross-dress? Who's to say these clothes are only for girls? Sure, I was mistaken as a girl but... but that doesn't make me one. I'm just as much as a boy. No matter how much I tried convincing this much to myself, I couldn't, I couldn't stop the tears from overpowering me and winning this small battle between us.

I brought my sleeves up to try and wipe them away before anyone could see but there were too much, I feared opening my mouth, what if I wailed and cried? I sniffled and stay silent.

_You're all on your own_

_and you've lost all your friends._

_You told yourself that it's not you_

_it's them_

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up to see Kenny, he hugged me. He actually hugged me, we were friends? I hope so, seems like it. I'm so happy but I can't stop crying, I just can't.

"Not cool." I heard Clyde murmur before joining in on hugging me. "You're not a tranny, and if you were, you're a nice tranny." He tried comforting me and it kinda worked. There were still tears though.

"Nice one fatass, cause that's gonna get you some goddamn cookies." Kyle butted in next, hugging me from behind.

"I'm with Kyle... That wasn't necessary." Stan hugged me from the side.

"Ass." Craig

"Rude." Token.

"K-kiss my twitchy a-ass." Tweek.

"I'll kill you." Red eyed guy.

All these hugs actually made me stop crying, I wiped my face, my eyes were probably red and puffy. I did my best to smile but it probably looked ugly. For once, the teacher finally returned and even so, she looked very out of it... her boobies touched the ground. Ew.

"Alright class! It's naptime!" She announced. We all grabbed our mats... I did.

"I'm spending nap time with you okay Butters?" Clyde demanded happily. I beamed and nodded happily at him.

"I'll be on the other side." Stan murmured, blushing. "But you can't tell Wendy, she'll get mad." I nodded hesitantly. I'm sure there's room for three.

"I'm right next to Butters." Craig interjected, wrapping an arm around my shoulders.

"N-no, you're stay with m-me!" Tweek whined, pulling Craig away. Token stayed with Nichole, Clyde and Stan with me, Kyle next to Stan, Tweek and Craig together, Damien was with Pip but they were awake and Damien was fuming. Cartman was snoring and grumbling in his sleep, something about pot pie and kitties. Strange.

X

"How was your first day Butters?" My mommy asked me, she came to pick me up this time. I smiled, a blush creeping across my cheeks.

"I have so many boyfriends and they all wanted my cookies so we need to make lots more for tomorrow! And Kenny doesn't have money and no food so we need to make extra snacks for him! And A sucker for my blonde friend and there's a big fat meanie head named Eric who's so mean." I grumbled, clenching my fists, I smiled once again and continued. "So more cookies! More Suckers! And More food!"

My mother raised a brow before dismissing it. "Alright hun, we'll make more lunch but we can't make cookies everyday for everyone. How about I just pack an extra cookie and everyday you can give one to your...boyfriends."

"Okay!" I chirped while she buckled me in. I kicked my legs and started singing. "Loo loo loo, I've got some apples. Loo loo loo, you've got some too. Loo loo loo, let's make some apple sauce, take off your clothes and loo loo loo!"


	2. Doll House

_Hey girl, open your walls_

_play with your dolls._

_We'll be a perfect family. When you walk away_

_It's when we really play._

First grade and we're having my very first sleepover! I'm so happy, I could honestly die, but I'm... embarrassed. Not for me of course. My Mommy and Daddy just never stop fighting! It's always in the kitchen or in their bedroom. I don't know what the problem is. I hope they leave like they always do. When Mommy leaves the house with a strange man while Daddy's at work, or Daddy has boyfriends over and wrestle in their room while Mommy's shopping. I hope they just leave. I want them gone, but I'm too afraid to ask. I sat on my bed nervously, my feet kicking together and my knuckles rubbing against each other. A nervouse habit.

I had everything ready, the sleepover would be in the living room but we were to all sleep in my room. It's bedtime at ten pm, Daddy says. Why not eleven? Asks Mommy. So eleven it was and everyone's coming. All of my friends, er, most of my friends.

Clyde, Craig, Token, Tweek, Kyle, Stan, Pip, Damien, and Kenny. Cartman was still a big fat meanie so I said no to him. Serves him right. The sleepover would start at five pm, it was four-thirty and I was buzzing with excitement. I should probably get my night clothes on. I shut my bedroom door and stripped down to my PowerPuff Girls underpants. I'm not allowed to wear boxers yet and even so, I don't wanna. These are so comfy and look nice. I love them more than...boxers. Yuck!

I pulled my bow from the tuff of hair on my head and laid it next to the rest of my multicolored bows. I opened my drawer and pulled out a blue 'Bubbles' tank top and matching 'Bubbles' shorts. I guess I was going through a cartoon network phase, I loved Blossom, Bubbles, and Buttercup. The RoudyRuff Boys were kinda cute too.

Once I was dressed and my room was completely spotless, all my stuffed animals were on my bed to make room for all the sleeping bags, I hurried downstairs to meet my guests and show them around. There was food and lots of cookies all over the place as well as drinks and other toys and fun stuff and movies and my mom was making even more food because 'Growing boys need lots of food!'.

Kenny came first, he had on the same clothes as Friday. Today was Saturday. I raised a brow but didn't question him. It was still only four-fourty five. I hugged him and showed him all the food and everything we were gonna do that day but he cut me short and asked if he could take a shower. I allowed it as well as loaned him one of Daddy's shirts and boxers, so he wouldn't have to wear his dirty old clothes.

Around the time he jumped in, Craig arrived with Tweek. They seemed to be nearly inseparable as of first grade. I couldn't blame them, they were best friends just like Kyle and Stan. I invited them in with a smile on my face. They also had their nightclothes on. Craig was wearing a 'Red Racer' shirt and regular old sweat pants while Tweek had a button up shirt, which still wasn't correctly buttoned, with basketball shorts.

"O-oh god! What if the u-underpants gnomes know I-I'm here? They c-can't know!" Tweek cried, covering his face as though they were watching him right now, but with a few soothing, and monotone, words from Craig, he was calm again. He had a thermos and a pillow in his arms. I couldn't possible let them use my stuffed animals as pillows, no matter how much my animals said it was fine with them. I won't approve.

Kyle and Stan were next, their choice of night clothes baffled me, in a good way. Stan had Terrance and Philip pants and a plain white shirt, meanwhile, Kyle had the button up shirt and shorts. It was really cute, I want a friend like that but it just bothers me to wear mismatching clothes.

"Hiya fellas! Just make yourself at home in the living room and eat as much as you want!" I beamed, letting them through. Token was right behind them, he had silky black pajamas. I repeated what I said and soon, almost all my friends were here. All that are missin' are Pip, Damien, and Clyde. Where was silly ol' Clyde?

"Hey Butterscotch!" He greeted when I opened the door upon his knocks. I blushed slightly and let him in after murmuring a shy; 'H-hi Clyde.' He was probably the nicest to me, of all my great friends, he was so nice and kind and always hung out with me.

They all settled into the couch, Kenny came downstairs to nestle in next to Stan and Kyle. "When are we gonna start the movie?" Token asks, reaching for a piece of cake. It wasn't my birthday or anything, I just love cake so much! I love it! I love it! I love it!

"As soon as Pip and Damien arrive, you wouldn't want us to start without ya, would you?" He shook his head no, smiling softly.

"You're a nice person, Butters." Kyle announced, pushing a spoon full of icecream into his mouth. "Why don't we hang out with you instead of Cartman again?" He asked, mainly to himself then us, I shrugged either way.

"Everyone has their preference. Friends are friends and it just wouldn't be the same without them." A few nods and 'yeah, true's. Kenny was eating a lot of ribs, I was happy to see him eating, I brought him a lunch everyday and nobody felt mad about it. They all knew why and didn't question it. So I kept giving him food and stuff.

"Hello, Leopold!" Pip chimed. He'd just arrived, it was five-ten. I wasn't mad or anything about him being late, especially since Damien was right behind him, it musta taken some time going to both their houses! I let them in, Damien said nothing but smirked a little. He had a red t-shirt and black pants. Pip was wearing a longer tank top and shorts like me, Blossom pair! I squealed at his clothes and he squealed at mine.

We were all eating when the movie started. We were watching the Spongebob movie on Blu-ray, it was so funny, we all just about cried from laughter. Even Damien was chuckling here and there. By the time it was over, almost all the food was gone! My Mommy was right!

"What are we gonna do now?" Stan asked, sitting up eagerly.

"We should prank call Wendy!" Kyle suggested. "We don't have phones and stuff but Stan has her number memorized...which is weird but you have a house phone?" I nodded. Was this a good idea? Should we really prank Wendy? She hit Eric when he was making fun a' me. So maybe not.

"Wh-why don't we prank call someone w-we don't like? Wendy is so nice to me." I objected and soon we were all huddling around the phone, calling Cartman.

"Hello?" We heard his voice over the phone, Stan started.

"Hello sir, is your ice box running?" We can't pronounce Refwingerater. ):

"Yeah...why?" We heard suspicion dripping from his voice. Kyle answered this time.

"You shouldn't catch it, fatass!" We all erupted into giggles and cackles upon hearing a very familiar; 'Ey! I'm not fat, I'm big-boned you dumb Jew!' Then his line went dead and we all turned red with laughter.

"Okay! No more, that was too funny!" Token said between gasps. I nodded in agreement with him. I was laughing too hard to say anything but it all went silent when we heard a crash from the kitchen, followed by my Daddy's yelling. Oh no...

"You don't do shit around the house!" Daddy said a bad word... he never swears.

"You're never home anyway! You're always out with you 'co-workers'!" My mother shot back.

"Right! Because you're completely honest! Butters is left here alone because you need to do more 'shopping'! Where are the groceries, Linda? Where are they?" His voice was big and loud like thunder, I didn't want this, especially now. All eyes were casted down, mine were blurry with tears.

"Butters has friends over! Don't start this while they're here! They're children." Yes, please stop, please, please, please.

"Is it because you care about them or what will happen to your reputation if they tell their parents what's going on?" Daddy disagreed but quieted down anyway. Not another word was said, they took my sniffling as a hint to hurry upstairs before it starts again.

Up along the stair case were photos, family portrates of us all smiling together, but that never happens anymore. We smile, but not with each other and when we do, it's because we're told to. It's so forced, it's nearly obvious. Especially the last one, we took that one on my birthday, there were faded trails of tears prominent on my face and more in my eyes but my smile was there.

Once my door was shut, we all started talking to drown out whatever was happening downstairs. Some friends looked and complimented my stuffed animals, others looked at all my accessories on my dresser, only Kenny sat next to me and comforted me, telling me the same thing about his Mommy and Daddy except they actually hit each other and hit him and Kevin, his older brother. I felt even sadder for feeling bad when worse was happening to Kenny. I'd let him live with me if I could.

"Let's play Truth or Dare!" Clyde clapped and everyone sat in a circle. It was really fun and silly. Clyde danced in one of my dresses, Craig let us do his hair, Tweek ate a bunch of marshmellows at the same time, Token did a hand stand which was pretty cool, Pip let us do his makeup, Damien flirted with my big bear and acted sassy with his hands on his hips.

"Oh guuuurl! Let me tell you all about it!" He added, flipping his invisible hair back, we laughed even harder. Kyle ran down stairs and screamed 'Jugalo' really loud. Stan had to wear one of my big, poofy dresses for an hour and Kenny kissed my cheek. It was now my turn and my dare was to show them some gymnastics. I'm in gymnastics and hope to be on the cheer squad like in all the movies but... less mean. I kicked my foot up and did a cartwheel in the small available space and even did a backbend! Time for truths!

Stan likes wearing this dress, his pursed his lips, put a hand on his hip, and a hand behind his head. I was giggling like a japanese school boy. Clyde admitted to having a crush on me and I blushed. Craig said if he could, he'd marry his guinea pigs. Tweek wanted to wear a dress too so we gave him one. Kyle didn't like Wendy, she was too bossy. Token wished he was normal and not rich, like all the others in South Park, he and Kenny made a deal that Token gave him his allowance since Kenny had none. Pip told us about his parents and we all cried. Damien told us his dad was a Satanist, none of us knew exactly what that meant so we went on to Kenny. Kenny said he wanted a pair of boobs. I admitted to singing in the shower.

"That was so much fun!" I was so happy, I hope we have sleepovers more and more often. Tweek, Stan and Clyde were all still in dresses and showed no interest in changing. Stan couldn't for another thirty minutes anyway so we wasted time playing Clue, the board game. Then I shared some candy from my candy stash. I knew everyone's favorites for future references.

Finally, Damien spoke up. "Let's tell scary stories!" His voice low and eery. I don't like scary stuff! I don't like it a single itty bit! But I'm getting to being a big boy now, so I nodded just as everyone else.

X

"-And the girl screamed! The killer stabbed her over and over until she died, her cries echoed and all that stuff." I shivered at the end of Token's story. Kyle was next.

"Have you guys ever heard of 'Crybaby Bridge'?" We shook our heads no, but I froze. Were they talking about the crybaby that cries a lot or a baby crying? "Well... it's said, if you go at night, you hear a baby crying because long ago, a woman threw her baby off the bridge and hung herself after. The baby always cries and cries and cries because it his the ground, there was no river where there is now. It's in Oklahoma. True story dude."

I scooted closer to Clyde. This was a bad idea, I hope I don't hear crying. "Do you have to be at the bridge? O-or over the bridge?" I asked quietly.

"I don't know but it's far away so don't be scared, I didn't mean it Butters. Pinky promise." I tangled my pinky in with his and we both shook it before separating.

"It's eight, what now?" Damien informed, leaning back. Just then, we heard stomping and more yelling. We all made eye contact, Craig with Tweek, Stan with Kyle, Token with Clyde, Pip with Damien, me and Kenny. I started singing to drown it out.

"L-loo loo loo... I've got s-some apples." They joined in, it's all I ever sing so it came to no surprise they sang too.

"Loo loo loo, you've got some too. Loo loo loo, let's make some apple sauce! Take off your clothes and loo loo loo!" We sang louder and Clyde stood, dancing to the song, we all stood and started dancing, singing Loo loo loo.

I love my friends.


End file.
